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The Lansburys did not come within his orbit of respectability. He was a Conservative and a staunch Imperialist— did we not have to bear huge Union Jacks to school on Empire Day? George Lansbury was something so dreadful that we hardly dared mention the word above a whisper— he was a Socialist. Moreover, and this was so appalling that it was kept a secret from the youngest children, he HAD BEEN IN PRISON. This was not all. He was supporting women's suffrage and it was believed that his daughters were mixed up with this infamous movement led by dangerous and fanatical viragos. Even then, however, I think I could distinguish between imprisonment for a political as distinct from a criminal offence.
Papa would probably have put his foot down firmly but for the obvious virtue and beauty of Daisy. Another powerful factor was that George, and most of the family, were devout Christians. They regularly attended services at the old Norman church at Bow, the sole surviving link with the Stratford-atte-Bow of Chaucer where the prioress learnt her French so "fetisly." I remember being desperately bored by these same services, and more interested in the sprawling, unconventional attitudes struck by the senior Lansbury, as he listened to the high-pitched intoning of harassed Mr. Kitcat, the vicar.
To me George Lansbury was a loud husky voice framed in a bowler hat and side whiskers. The blood of martyrs coursed in his veins, for he was never happy unless fighting for his ideals and, whether right or wrong, championing the underdog. I always felt slightly uneasy when transfixed by his dark, benevolent eyes. It seemed that he was not interested in me but was looking through and beyond me at vague abstract things like Humanity, Socialism, and Pacificism. We never saw him at the children's parties, and he figured in my private pantheon as a minor deity.
Actually Mr. Lansbury's aloofness was due to his intense preoccupation with politics. He was a teetotaller and a non-smoker but certainly not a kill-joy, for he believed ardently in everybody enjoying life and its good things to the full. What always puzzled me so much was this: why